those of one kind of rationalist and of the super naturalist, or perhaps those of realist and romantic. Forster's book and its distinguishing terms are attractive because, albeit nega tively, they remind me again of what seems a non-problem or at any rate a not very pressing or interesting problem, and also because, positively, they intimate how to take the initial premises of two kinds of author and therefore how to read two kinds of book. My intention, accordingly, is briefly to put aside (without disposing of) the non-problem, and then to look at two contemporary writers in Forster's terms if not with his eyes, in order to establish the two writers' dif ferences. To perform this dual task should remind us again of Forster's vision as well as clarify our reading of two authors whose books seem well suited to dis cussion stemming from Forster's terminology. The two writers of prose fiction are Alain Robbe-Grillet and Muriel Spark, and the not very interesting problem is the generic one.
I
To minimize generic differences here does not imply their lack of importance in the long view, or suggest that I am ungrateful for such terms as tragedy and comedy, epic and lyric, narrative and drama. Rather, while I suspect that generic refinements may eventually lead to fruitful insights into the two writers in ques (4) seriously is not to betray realism or adult responsibility, but may in fact prod awake a dormant capacity to read such books as A Pilgrims Progress and The Scarlet Letter without inquiring guiltily, irrelevandy and self-defeatingly whether these books may be read and discussed as if Trollope had written them; and (6) "take" so instinctively to such unrealistic fictional incidents as to experience all five preceding insights habitually and automatically, and to see them as properly applicable to the particular sort of illusion created by Muriel Spark. But how to reach the condition of ( 6 ) ?
As I see these points, (6) will inevitably follow our coming to terms with the other five; and the first three will become happy habit when we can handle (4) and (5) convincingly?as I should like now to try doing. If, as (4) asks, we de cline to throw away The Comforters and if we try instead to find out what we discern by proceeding patiendy, I think we conclude that realistic and non realistic traits in this book, whether or not they seem to contradict each other, at least co-exist. If that co-existence spurs us to ask what might be the point, the answer is likely to be reader confusion or unfamiliarity?which may be admitted to have its own interest. And, if we then move to (5), we may well see that whatever the effect of such a blending or perhaps clashing of styles, moral con cern need hardly be absent from Muriel Spark's practice. for what motive to the sense that events are not only sequentially perpetrated and humanly motivated (or indeed humanly accidental), but also tunelessly or dained (or indeed even accomplis). And again, once imagination admits the pos sibility, whether solely metaphorical or also real, that eternity both exists and, as spiritual realm, includes or co-extends with the temporal, how can we be sur prised to find those whom we "realistically" call dead moving and otherwise act ing physically on terra firma? Should we then presume to ask why Muriel Spark wants to write this way, the answer, as when we implicidy exacted it of Thack eray and Robbe-Grillet, is that she wishes to make manifest her view of reality? not Thackeray's realism and not Robbe-Grillet's phenomenological conviction of the real, but her own sense of the way in which Thackeray's
